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MiEGENDS OF THE SAVIOJR.

BY MRS. BATTERsBY.

LEGEWDS seem to offer to us Ilchildren of older growth " some-
wliat thie same attraction presented by fairv tales to the inmates
of our lursej'iJes,-very possibly for die saie reasorî, that under
tèie symbol of sorne beautiful and fanciful story, in many
instances, a useful moral truth is conveyed to the niid of the
leader.

Sorne legends, however, may takze hiigher ground than mere
ioiality, for they have not only a hidden vein of ore lying

beneath 'their surface> but if we seek those especially connected
withi the life and death of our Lord, we rnay find the pure gold
of a spiritual nieaiugir rewayding our searchi.
SThe legeiid of the aspen tree lias beein so beautifully vcrsified

jby an anonymous aut.hor in an old volume of Good klords, that
1 amn tempted to quote a portion of the poem

IlNot, a breath of air in the region 'wide;
Not a ripple Upon the river;

Yet ail of a sudden the aspens sighed,
A.nd through ail their leaves ran a shiver.

"My darling, Ahe nestied quite close to me,
For sucli shield as my arms could give lier;

'There ivent flot the Jeast waft of wind through the tree,
Then 'why did the aspens shiver?'

1I tùId her the tale how by IKiidon's brook
Our Saviour one evening wandt red;

A cloud came over Ris glorified look
As.He paused by the way and pondered.

"The trees feit Ris -ighing; their heads ail bowe&
Towards H im in soleu devotion,

Save the aspen, that stood up so stately and pro:id,
lt made iieither murmur nor motion.

"Thc.n the RoIy one Iifted Ris face of pain:
'The aspen s1jal sbakc aud shiver

Promn this time forth till 1 corne again,
Whether growing by brook or by river l'
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